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TheTragedie of 


A halter'd neckc,which do's the Hangman thanke, 
Forbeingyare about him. Ishewhipt? 

Enter a Seruant with 7 hidtas. 
Ser. SoundIy,my Lord. 
Ant. Cried he? and begg'd a Pardon? 
Ser. He didaskefauour. 
Ant, If that thy Father liuc, let him repent 
Thou was't not made his daughter,and be thou forric 
To follow Cafar in his Triumph , fince 
Thou haft bin whipt. For following him, henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Feaucr thee, 
Shake thou to looke on'c. Get thee backe to Cafar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou fiiy 
He makes me angry "with him. For he fecmes 
Proud and difdainfull, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
And at this time moft cafie 'tis to doo'c : 
When my good Starrer that were my former guides 
Haue empry left their Orbcs, and (hot their Fires 
Into th'Abifmc of hell. If he miflikc, 
My fpcech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Hiparchus, my enfranthed Bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he (hall like to quit me. Vrge ic thou ; 
Hence with thy (tripcs,be gone. Exit Thid. 

Cleo. Haue you done yet? 
Ant. Alackc our Terrene Moonc is now Eclipft, 
And it portends alone the fall of Anthony. 
Cleo. I muft ftay hi s time ? 
Ant. To flatcerX^/fr, would you mingle eyes 
With one that tycs his points** 
Cleo. Not know me yet ? 
Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 
Cleo. Ah (Deere) if I be fo, 
From my cold heart let Heauen ingender haile, 
Anapoyfon it in the fourfe,and the Hrft ftone 
Drop in my ne<.ke :as it determines fo 
Difiblue my life, the next Cadarian fmile, " 
Till by degrees the nnemory of my wombc. 
Together with my braue Egyptians all, 
By the difcandering of this pelleted ftorme, 
Lye graueleffe, till the Flies and Gnats of Ny 1c 
Haue buried them for prey # 

Ant. I amfatisfied; 
C<zfar fets downc in Aiexandria,whcre 
I will oppofc his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath Nobly held, our fcuer'd Nauic too 
Haue knit againe,and Flcete, thresming moft Sea-like. 
Where haft thou bin my heart? Deft thou heare Lady ? 
iVfrcm the Field ] fhall rcturne once more 
To kiflc thefe Lips, ! will appeare m Blood, 
I,and my Sword,vviil earne our Chronicle, 
There's hope in't yet. 

Cleo. That's my braue Lord. 
Ant. I will be trebble.fincwcd^carted.breath'i, 
Andfighrraahcioufly : for when mine houres 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome Hues 
Of me for iefts : But nowjicfet my teeth, 
And fend to darkeneffe all that flop me. Come, 
LetVhaneane other gawdy night : Call to me 
All my fad Cap taines, fill our Bowles once more : 
Let's mockc (he midnight Bell. 

Cleo. It i * my Birth-day, 
I had thought t'haue held irpoore. Bat ftnee my Lord 
Is Anthony againe,I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do wdl. j 


Cle0. Call all his Noble Captaincs tn \* t - 
Do fo, wee'l fpeake to them, y Urd > 
And to night He force 
The Winepcepc through their fcarresi 
Come on (my Queenc) 
There's fap in't yet. The next time I do fi £ K fc 
lie make death louc me: for I will contend 
Eucn with his peftilent Syne. 

Eho. Now hec'l outdare the Li rhtnin*, l ** eiin 
If 10 be frighted oucof fcare,and idV^ 1 ^ 
The Doue will pecke the Eftndgc 5 and 1 f<* ^ 
A diminution in our Captaines braine 
Rcftores his heart ; when valour pi aye's in r**C 
It eates the Sword it fights with: I willf cc u °' 
Some way to lcauc him. 

Enter Cafar, Agrippa, & Trlecenas voitkhis Arm 
Cafar reading a Letter. ^ 

Caf. He callcs me Boy, and chides as he had 
To beate me out of fc>ypr. My Mcffenecr P °* tt 
He hath whipt with Rods,dares me to pcrfonal u 
Cafar to Anthony : let the old Ruffian know ^ 
I haue many other way es to dye : mcanc time j 
Laugh at his Challenge. 4 

Mece. Cafar muft thinke, 
When one fo great begins to rage,hee's hunted 
fcuen to falling. Giuehim no breach,butno W 
Make bootc of his diftraaion : Ncuer ano Cr 
Made good guard for it fclfc. * 

faf Let ourbeft heads know, 
That to morrow, the laft of many Battailes 
We mcane to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thofe that feru'd Marks Anthony but late 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And FeafttheArmy,wehau< ftore to doo't. 
And they haue earn'd the wafte.Poorc Anthony Emm 

Enter Anthony, Cleopatra, Enohr^ } Charmi^ 9 
Iras, Alexas^mth others. 

Ant. He will not fight with mzfLomitian} 
Eno. No ? 

Ant. Whyfhouldhenot? 
f»*.He thinks, beingtwenty times of better fortanc 
He is twenty men to one. ' 

Ant. To morrow Soldier, 
By Sea and Land He fight : or I will liue, 
Or bathe my dying Honor in the blood 
Shall make ic liue againc. Woo t thou fight well. 
En: l!eflrikf,anday.TakcalI. 
Ant. Well faid, come on : 
Call forth my Houfliold Seruants,lets to night 

Enter 3 or 4 Servitors, 
Be bounteous at our Meale. Giue me thy hand, 
Thot* haft bin rightly honeft* fo haft thou, 
Thousand tho*;.and thou : you haue feru'd roe well. 
And Kings haue becne your fellowes, 
Cleo. What meanes this ? 

E»*.Tis one of thofe odde tricks which forow (hoots 
Outoftheminde. 

Ant. And thou art honeft coo ; 
I wiftilcould be maoefo many men, 
And all of you c!apt vp together, in 
An Anthony : that I might do you feruice, 
So good as you baue done* 

OmrieS' 



^Anthony and Qeopatra. 


Crimes. The Gods forbid. 

Ant. Well, ray good Fellowcs,wait on me to night : 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me^ 
jVs when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And fuflfer'd my command. 

Clto. What &oes he raeane? 

Eno. To make his Followers wecpe* 

A*t. Tend me tonight ; 
May be,it is the period of your duty, 
Hiply y ou fliall not fee me more, or if, 
A uiangled fhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
Youl leruc another Maftcr. I looke on you, 
As one that takes his leaue. Mine honeft Friends, 
I rurne you not away, but like 3 Mafter 
Married to your good fetuicc, ftay till death : 
Tend me to night two houres 5 1 aske no mare, 
And the Gods yecld you for'c 0 

Eno. What mesne you (Sir) 
Tog'.uc them this diicomfort ? Looke they weepe, 
And lan AflVjamOiiyon-cy'tj; for fhame, 
Tramf »rme v» not to women. 

Ant. Ho,hojho; 
Now the Witch take me,if f meant it thus. 
Grace grow where thole drops fall(my hearty Friends) 
You take me in too dolorous a fenfc, 
Fori fpaketoyouforyour comfort, did ccfircyou 
To burne this night with Torches : Know (my hearts) 
I hope well of to morrow, and will leade you, 
Where rather He expeft vi£h>rious life, 
Then death 3 and Honor. Lets to Supper, come, 
And drowne confideration. Exeunt. 

Enter a Company of SoldioHrs. 

I.Sol. Brother 5 goodnight : to morrow is the day. 
a. Sol. It will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrangc about the ftreets. 

1 Nothing : what newes ? 

2 Belike 'cis but a Rumour,good night to you. 

1 Well fir, good night. 

They meets other Soldiers. 

2 Souldieisjhauecarefull Watch. 

1 And you :Goodnight,goodnight. 

They place tbemfelues in eucry corner of the Stage. 

2 Hcere we: and if to morrow 

Our Nauie thriue, 1 haue an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand vp. 

1 'Tis a braue Army,and full of purpofe. 

Mufiche of the Iloboyes u vnder the Stage, 

2 Peace, what noife? 

1 I ift lift. 

2 Hcarke. 

I Mufickei'th'Ayre* 

3 Vnder the earth. 

4 It fignes well, do's it not ? 
3 No. 

1 Peace I fay: Whatfhould this meaner 

2 'Tis the God Hercules \ whom Anthony loued, 
Now leaueshim. 

1 Walkcjct's fee if other Watchmen 
Do heare what we do ? 

2 How now Maifters? Speahjogether. 
Omnes. How now? how now 15 do you heare this ? 

1 I, is't not ftrange ? 

3 Do ycu heare Matters? Do you heare? 

2 Folio w the noy fc fo farre as we haue quarter. 


Let's fee how it will giue off. 
Omnes. Content :Tis ftrange. 

Enter Anthony and Cleopatra pith other 't. 


Excttnt. 


Ant. Eros, mine Armour Eros. 
Cleo. Sieepe a little. 

Ant. NomyChucke. £r<?/,comc mmc Armor Eros. 
Enter Eros. 
Come good Fellow^uc thihe iron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day, it is 
Bccaufe wc braue her. Come. 

Cleo. Nav, Uehelpe too .Anthony. 
What's this for? Ah?et be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my heart : Fa!fe,falfc : This, this, 
Sooth-law lie helpe: Thus it mutt bee. 

Ant. Well, well, we fnall thriue now* 
Secft thou my good Fellow. Go,put on thy defences* 

Bros. BricfclySir. 

Cleo. 1 s net this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 
He that vnbuckte* this, till we do pleafe 
To daft for our Repofe, fliall heare a ftorme. 
Thou fumblcftlVw, and my Queenes a Squire 
More tight at this, then thou : Difpatch. O Loue, 
That thou couldft fee my Wan es to dayj and knew'ft 
The Rnyall Occupation, thou fnbuld'rt fee 
A Workeman in't. 

Enter an Armed Soldier. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thoulook'ft like him that knowes a warlike Charge : 
To bufmefle that we loue,we rife berime, 
And go too't with delight. 

Sotil. A thoufand Sir,early thought be, haue on their 
Riuetea trim, and at the Port expect you. Showt. 

Trumpets Flourifh - 
Enter Captaines ) and Sonldiers. 

Alex. The Morne is faire : Good morr&v^Generall. 

AIL Good morrow General!. 

Ant. Tis well blowne Lads. 
This Morning, like thefpiritof a youth 
That meanes to be of note, begins betimes. 
So,fo : Come giue me that, this way, well-fed. 
Fare thee well Dame, what ere becomes of trie. 
This is a Soldier* kiffe : rebukeablc, 
And worthy fhaintfull checkc it were, to ftand 
On more Mechanicke Complement, lie lcauc thee. 
Now like a man of Steele, you that will %hr, 
Follow me clofe, lie bring you too't: Adieu. Exeunt. 

Char. Pleafe you retyrc to your Chamber? 

CUo Lead me : 
He goes f mh gallantly : That he and Cafar might 
Determine this great Warre in fingle fight ; 
HicnAntbony ; but now. Well on. Exeunt 

7 rumpets found. Enter Anthony % and Eros* 

Eros: The Gods rrnke this a happy day to Anthony. 

jint. Would thou,& thofe thy fears had oncepreuaild 
To make me tight at Land. 

Eros. Had' ft thou done fo, 
The Kings that haue reuolted, and the Soldier 
1 hat has this morning left thee, would haue ftili 
Followed thy hecles. 

Ant. Whofe gone this morning? 

Eros. W ho? one cucr ncerc thee,call for £ noharlm* 

Hce 
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